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—one- 


Axl sits up from his sleeping bag, yawns, and sticks his knuckles in his eyes. The pale morning sun is seeping in 
through the dirt-speckled window, warming the floor. From beside his pillow he takes a roll of notes, bound 
with a rubber band, and tosses it to Slash, who has just sauntered into the studio. 


Slash frowns at the money in his hand - three hundred dollars, crisp and clean. "Where the fuck did you get 
this?" 


"Never mind that. We don't have to worry about the rent or the food for a while," says Axl, massaging his 
scalp. His hair, oily and dark from not being washed since God knows when, tumbles about his bare shoulders. 


"You got a cigarette" 


Slash narrows his eyes. He is half-tempted to wheedle him into spilling the beans about the money, but finds 
himself reaching into his back pocket. He pulls out a packet of Marlboros and hands one to Axl, who all but 
grabs it from him. 


Axl lights the tube with a match and takes a deep drag, closing his eyes. He sags against the wall with peeling 


paint and releases a long plume of lilac smoke. 


"Man, those dark circles are impressive," says Slash, sitting down beside him and stretching out his legs. Axl 
smells awful, rancid and musty, but then again, Slash probably does, too. Their hygiene is at the mercy of the 
girls they hang out with, since they're the ones who have luxuries like showers. "Didn't sleep much? You were 


talking to some shady-looking dude yesterday. Does he have something to do with this?" 

Axl sucks his teeth, two lines creasing his brow. "Fuck dealing with it" 

There is a silence, which is soon broken by the sound of sirens blaring outside. Slash's heart is in his stomach. 
He twiddles his thumbs, and then fumbles to light a cigarette for himself. The nicotine only calms him down a 
little bit, and he wishes he had a bottle of Jack. "I know you do some crazy shit to survive, but you don't have 
to =" 

"Shut up or I'll knock your teeth down your throat: 


"| worry about you." 


Axl pauses, lips pursing and eyes widening somewhat. But then he scowls and utters a string of curses, all 
aimed at Slash, and Slash sighs and tries to block out the noise by thinking about their next song. 


-two- 


Slash has to grab Axl's shoulders and hold him back. Its a struggle, because Axl is immensely strong and is 
still trying to rip out the other guy's throat. "For fuck's sake, stop! I'm all right!" His eyes are watering from 
the thick smoke that hangs in the air. 


"You fucking dare touch him again and I'll - " 


"Jesus, let's just get outta here. You'll kill him, and we could do without the shit that'll go down after that. Ax, 


please" 


The gargantuan fellow - who'd been blind drunk, and thought it would be funny to walk up to Slash and slug 
him one - is sprawled on the sticky club floor, whimpering. His nose is a bloodied mess, and a couple of his 
teeth have been knocked out. A minute ago he'd been on the balls of his feet, waving a bottle of beer and 

challenging Axl to fight. 


Axl wrenches free of Slash's grip. "Just shut the hell up." 


"The fuck? Are you angry at me, now?" Slash says, gaping. Axl's breathing is ragged, and his fists are curled 
by his sides. The flush on his cheeks and his neck is visible even in the dim light. Around them, people stare 


and point and whisper, and the music plays on and on. Slash shakes his head, feeling dazed. "I'll never understand 


you. 


Axl turns around, rolling his eyes and then pushing his hands into his jeans pockets. "Yeah, you won't 
-three- 


Slash looks up from his guitar when Axl storms into their room, ripping off his bandana and tossing it onto the 
vanity table. He's still in his faux leather pants and his cowboy boots, and his eyelids are smeared with purple 
glitter. Apparently, the manager is refusing to pay them. It's not the first time this has happened, 


Axl swears and kicks a stool, knocking it over with a bang, and Slash, incongruously, finds an odd sort of 
warmth spreading through his chest. Because it is Axl, because he is in a righteous rage, because this is 


purely, utterly him, all fire and steel and passion. 


Slash will grow annoyed in a moment, and will try to calm him down, He'll put a hand on his shoulder, offer him 


a cigarette, tell him that they'll work it out. Best to douse the flames. 


But for now, he looks at Axl and smiles, making sure his face is hidden by his curls. 


